Il8                           BEN JONSON
That at the end of your long row of houses,
By the Piscaria: it was, in Volpone's time,
Your predecessor, ere he grew diseased,
A handsome, pretty, customed bawdy-house
As any was in Venice, none dispraised;
But fell with him: his body and that house
Decayed together. Volt. Corne, sir, leave your prating. Volp. Why, if your worship give me but your hand.
That I may have the refusal, I have done.
'Tis a mere toy to you, sir; candle rents;
As your learned worship knows -Volt. What do I know?
Volp. Marry, no end of your wealth, sir: God decrease it! Volt. Mistaking knave I what, mock'st thou my misfortune ? Volp. His blessing on your heart, sir, would 't were more.
Now to my first again, at the next corner.
ACT V, SCENE 8 CORBACGIO, CORVINO, MOSCA (passant), VOLPONE
Corb. See, in our habit! see the impudent varlet!
Corv. That I could shoot mine eyes at him like gun stones!
Volp. But is this true, sir, of the parasite?
Corb. Again, to afflict us! monster!
Volp. In good faith, sir,
I'm heartily grieved, a beard of your grave length Should be so over-reached. I never brooked That parasite's hair; me thought his nose should cozen: There still was somewhat in his look, did promise The bane of a Clarissimo.
Corb. Knave -
Volp. Methinks Yet you, that are so traded in the world,